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afford it. My mother is very curious to know the young lady's
name. I believe she thinks it is Mary Sevan. I am told by my father
that I shall have one day £2700.
Monday, 18 September
I went to the Vicarage with Mrs. Venables and had a talk with
Mr. Venables about my prospects. He most kindly promised to
write to the Bishop to ask him for a living for me.
At 2.30 we all drove to Llan Thomas with Mrs. Hilton, meeting
Major Thomas, Lechmere and Charlie at the Brecon turnpike
coming into Hay on foot to pay calls. Mrs. Thomas and Mary came
into the drawing room first. I was very nervous when Mrs. Thomas
came in, but she received me very kindly and cordially just as usual.
The croquet things were got out, two sets playing on the same
ground across from either peg. The girls gradually came out on to
the lawn. I began to fear Daisy was not coming. She was the last of
all. I was horribly afraid she had been advised not to appear, be-
cause I was there. Presently I turned and there she was in a black
velvet jacket and light dress, with a white feather in her hat and her
bright golden hair tied up with blue riband. How bright and fresh
and happy and pretty she looked.
She stood by me all the game watching us. I talked to her a good
deal and she was so nice and sweet.
I love her more and more each time I see her. I think she loves
me a little. I hope so. God grant it. I am sure she does not dislike
me, and I believe, I do believe, she likes me and cares for me. I
fancy I can see it in her clear loving deep grey eyes, so true and
fearless and honest, those beautiful Welsh eyes that seem to like to
meet mine. I think she likes to be with me and talk with me, or
why did she come back to me again and again and stand by me and
talk to no one else? I wish I could tell her how dearly I love her but
I dare not. I must not, because of my promise. Perhaps I am deceiv-
ing myself and mistaken after all. Perhaps what I think is love is
only her innocent childlike affectionate way with all, and she
might be the same with anyone else. I cannot believe it. I will not
believe it. How proud and glad I felt ever)7 time she came and stood
by me. And I thought she seemed proud and fond too. How fond
we should be of each other. I wonder what she thinks of my poor
disfigured eyes, whether she loves me better or worse for that. She

